158                            FLYING FOXES,

On the morning of the 18th I was up at half-
past four, and was surprised to see the trees above ,
rne full of flying-foxes, instead of green pigeons.
It was still dark, and they continued feasting
until daybreak. Herbert and I rode off ahead of
the rest of our party to our new camp at half-past
five. We had only fifteen miles to go, but it was
very pleasant. The first part was through a
dried-up jungle, reminding me forcibly of an
English covert in winter; but as we approached
the village of Lingumpah the scenery underwent
a thorough change, and we came across green
fields, cultivation, and lastly a jungle composed
of bamboo clumps and various shrubs and trees
scattered about, with broad paths intersecting it,
giving one the idea of vistas in botanical
gardens.

On arrival we discovered that the man in
charge of the tents had pitched the camp very
badly. *The Nawab's tents^ and the cooking
xrrangements were all together on a piece of
narshy ground surrounded by paddy fields,